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kept up their dancing, singing, and playing of lutes, drums
and other instruments, was beyond me. It was hot enough
for me, sitting passively in the tonga, and taking no more
violent exercise than to wag an admonitory finger, success-
fully, at the few youngsters who took aim at me with insect
guns charged with the lurid fluids being freely splashed
around.
Only for a moment was the holiday atmosphere of the
occasion in danger during the time we drove through the
multitudes. That was when a Hindu youth, either too
drunk to care what he was doing or incapable of seeing
straight, doused a Pathan with coloured water. For a few
seconds the very air seemed to hang motionless and threaten-
ing as a poised sword. Perhaps the silence lasted a mere
fraction of a second. It was hard to tell. One's own atten-'
tion was too firmly fixed upon the crimson patches slowly
spreading down the Pathan's clothing. I was near, enough
to see his face at close range. His nostrils flared like a
stallion about to scream his challenge to the world ; his
right hand dropped towards his waistline where a broad
cummerbund provided ample cover for almost any
instrument of death.
What might have happened, it was all too easy to surmise.
If the Pathan had not been dragged away by his companion,
had he struck or stabbed the young Hindu, the whole of
Old Delhi would have been in a riotous uproar inside half
an hour. The spectre of communal strife has been banished
for the time being; but it will be many years before all
Indians will automatically live together in peace as they
did in the closing years of the British Raj.
In the generous spaces of New Delhi, the holiday spirit
appeared more diluted ; though bands of celebrants danced
and sang as cheerfully there as in the roadway running down
in the shadow of the historic Red Fort in Old Delhi. If
the local newspapers are to be trusted, the apparent dilution
was completely illusory. The " Delhi Diary " column of